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VOICE.

Ho5 some one of the Trojan name !
Where sleeps your king beneath his shield,
Hector ?    What marshal of the field
Will hear our tale . . . the men who came
And struck us and were gone ; and we,
We woke and there was nought to see,
But our own misery.

LEADER.

I cannot hear him right; it sounds as if

The Thracians were surprised or in some grief.

\_There enters a wounded man^ walking with

difficulty ; he is the Thracian Charioteer

who came with RHESUS.

THRACIAN.

The army lost and the king slain,

Stabbed in the dark !    Ah, pain ! pain !

This deep raw wound . . . Oh, let me die

By thy side, Master, by thy side !

In shame together let us lie

Who came to save, and failed and died.

LEADER.

This needs no surmise : 'tis disaster plain
That comes.    He speaketh of some ally slain.

THRACIAN.

Disaster, yea : and with disaster shame,
Which lights Disaster to a twofold flame
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